ALONG  THE   ROAD

friends in green and yellow who returned to wave
their flags beneath our windows. Sometimes it
was men from the other contrade or districts of
the town3 in blue and white^ red and white3 black,
white and orange3 white, green and red3 yellow
and scarlet Their bright pied doublets and
parti-coloured hose shone out from among the
drabs and funereal blacks of the twentieth-century
crowd that surrounded them. Their spread flags
waved In the street below, like the painted wings
of enormous butterflies. The drummer quick-
ened his beat3 and to the accompaniment of a
long-drawn rattle, the banners leapt up, furled
and fluttering,. Into the air.

To the stranger who has never seen a Palio
these little dress rehearsals are richly promising
and exciting. Charmed by these present hint%
he looks forward eagerly to what the day Itself
holds in store. Even the Sienese are excited
The pageant^ however familiar, does not pall on
them. And all the gambler in them, all the local
patriot looks forward to the result of the race.
Those last days of June before the first Palio, that
middle week of August before the seconds are
days of growing excitement and tension in Siena.
One enjoys the Palio the more for having liVed
through them.
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